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The bees hum

The bees, honey-fed,

hum their music

and come out of the lotuses

in the lake close by

to worship you.

Lord of the summit of Seshadri,
Good morning to You!

The pots compete with the quarters

The milkmaids churn the curd-pots
in their homes.

The echo and the re-echo sound
like an altercation
between the quarters
and the pots.

Lord of the summit of Seshadri,
Good morning to You!

The bees compete with the drums

The clusters of bees resting

in the sun-friendly lotuses

with a hundred petals

as if to drive out the gleam

ensuing from the dark flowers

with their own light,

hum furiously

like they are beating the wardrums

Lord of the summit of Seshadri,
Good morning to You!

17